about the war. After dinner Karamenaios would drop in. 39
We had about fifty words with which to make lingual
currency. We didn't even need that many, as I soon dis-
covered. There are a thousand ways of talking and words
don't help if the spirit is absent. Karamenaios and I were
eager to talk.lt made little difference to me whether we
talked about the war or about knives and forks. Some-
times we discovered that a word or phrase which we had
been using for days, he.in English or I in Greek, meant
something entirely different than we had thought it to
•mean. It made no difference. We understood one another
even with the wrong words. I could learn five new words
in an evening and forget six or eight during my sleep. The •
important thing was the warm handclasp, the light in the
eyes, the grapes which we devoured in common, the glass
we raised to our lips in sign of friendship. Now and then
I would get excited and, using a melange of English,
Greek, German, French, Choctaw, Eskimo, Swahili or
any other tongue I felt would serve the purpose, using
the chair, the table, the spoon, the lamp, the bread knife,
I would enact for him a fragment of my life in New.
York, Paris, London, Chula Vista, Canarsie, Hackensack
or in some place I had never been or some place I had
been in a dream or when lying asleep on the operating
table. Sometimes I felt so good, so versatile and acro-
batic, that I would stand on the table and sing in some
unknown language or hop from the table to the commode
and from the commode to the staircase or swing from the
rafters, anything.to entertain him, keep him amused,
make him roll from side to side with, laughter* I was con-
sidered an old man in the village because of my bald pate
and fringe of white hair. Nobody haul ever seen an old
man cut up the way I did. "The old man is going for a
swim," they would say. "The old man is taking the boat
out." Always "the old man." If a storm came up and

